RUPTURE

Then he whispered in Jean-Noel's ear (though even his whispers had
considerable carrying power): "Lachaume is represented. It is very
proper."

The old people of the "grand tournamentSJ came by, and behind
them more old people, weeping for themselves, who thought it neces-
sary to peck at Jean-Noel's cheeks with their tearful faces and wet
lips.

Marie-Ange was better protected beneath her crepe veil. Aunt
Isabelle had lent her the hat and veil.

" I've got so many mourning hats ..." Isabelle had said.

The latter was standing next to Marie-Ange and seemed to be the
only person really affected by Madame de La Monnerie's death.

Ines Sandoval took both Jean-Noel's hands in hers and murmured:
"You can't imagine what an effort I've made for you. I'm always
terribly upset by the apparatus of death. Why are the dead covered
with these hideous black trappings ... ?"

Jean-Noel looked at her dispassionately and saw her as she was, the
forty-five years, the thin wrinkles on the forehead,, the sallow, rather
dry skin, the forced, factitious emotionalism.

"Shall I see you tonight?" she whispered.

" I'll telephone you," he replied, knowing he would not.

And he became aware of the extent to which the situation had been
reversed, and of the immediate advantage one has over a woman one
has ceased to love, when she does not yet know it.

Ines moved away, her progress as usual being in eighths of a circle.
She went out in the company of Professor Lartois.

Among the people who formed part of the scanty procession Jean-
Noel saw a face he thought he knew, though he could not put a name
to it. It was the face of a man already of some age, but carefully
preserved and with a youthful expression, a lock of wavy hair falling
over the brow, a willowy, slightly hesitant walk, and a contrived yet
discreet elegance of dress. Where had he seen him before? And when?
Was it recently or long ago?

The elderly man with the wavy lock stopped to speak to no other
member of the family, but came straight to Jean-NoeL He said: "I
saw it in the papers this morning."

It was only then that Jean-Noel realized that this was Lord Pemrose.
His presence was so unexpected, so unlikely, that Jean-Noel was taken
aback and barely heard what the other was saying. Lord Pemrose was
speaking with his head on one side, and with a curious wariness, an
inexplicable embarrassment in his manner behind the facade of courtesy.
But his expression showed sympathy, real interest and compassion. He
twice raised his eyes to Jean-Noel's and the latter saw such a glow of
friendship in them that he was touched.

"Really," he thought, "though he saw me only once for a few
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